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You of the finer sense,
Broken against false knowledge,
You who can know at first hand,
Hated, shut in, mistrusted:
Take thought:
I have weathered the storm,
I have beaten out my exile.

-Ezra Pound
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"Untitled" by Sara Randall Almira/I '99
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Choosing Mums
The trees are dying.
Not the fall to winter settling of leaves,
but a harried death in the grip of insect webs,
branches bare before the waning of the harvest moon.
From mums,
like a patch of frre on dry grass,
I choose the yellow eyed
to crown my daughter's hair,
brush from her shoulder
silver strands of fallen webs,
and stand between her
and the dying flowers.
She sees
and tells me their centers
are like questions, a quick breath
or tears in an empty bedroom.
As the sun sets tonight,
in the moonlight through bare branches,
I will dry the flowers my child has worn
to be saved against the disappearance of the trees.
-Katie Kroner '01
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Israel
I.
The stone reflects the heat
the suns that beat down
and divide.
We come to stare
and absorb the stares of mirnons
that have believed before the candles
are lit and reused and we descend
once more into the burning sun
in search of a place more sacred,
stones cooler to the touch and a song
that will echo to the back and off the walls
and reach us again, still whole.
II.
We scrape steel coils cut from
the frame into buckets that will
be removed and emptied.
The steel jars people and
the pain resonates as the bar strikes
skulls again and again, without the
artistry to stop.
III.
A stone battered by the sand,
tumbling back to meet the sea
cannot breathe, immersed in the waters
of its abuser, rolling with the punches.
When I take it out of my pocket,
dried, the fluorescent light and kitchen
sink drain the rock bare. I usually
leave stones now, after picking them up
and turning them over and wondering
at the peace inside, that I cannot
take hold of by cracking them open.

IV.
Stealing land, the thick bar lands on the ground
in a sea of dirt that swims around as we cough
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V.

We are recoiling, building on land where we
were rolled to the ground and it is crazy,
this attachment to the razor rocks that cut
through to the past and let us see
the way we once were, the people
that we can build with peaceful stones,
not clanging steel that hurts our ears
as we clutch at our chests and hit
the ground, rusty and dusty
and already dead.
-Bekah Taylor '00
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"Untitled" by Peter Rees '99
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What's Keeping Us Together
I hate these people, the kinds who don't have the balls to do anything without
someone else's permission. The obese woman sitting on the couch opposite me looks at
me books in front of her and tries to decide if her husband will be mad if she makes this
decision on her own. Her face is frozen in indecisive contortion and her huge, bald forehead reflects just enough light into my eyes to distract me from my purpose. While she's
reading the fine print, I'm trying to fix my hair in her forehead mirror while maintaining
a 'happy salesman' smile. When she looks up at me with those enormous pouty eyes, I am
reminded of my girlfriend, Katie, and, with a sinking feeling of dread, I remember that I
am late for a lunch date.
I look down at my watch and make sure that the woman sees me doing this. She
doesn't seem to be phased, so I try one of my favorite lines on her.
''Mrs. Jones, where do you think the best place to put these books would be?
Right here on the coffee table, or maybe over there on the bookcase?" I use hand gestures,
pointing to the shelves across the room and watch with fascination as the reflection off
her forehead changes.
"Well, I'd probably just let the kids put them right in their rooms, that way they
could get at them when they're working on their homework."
Manipulation ceased to bother me a long time ago and it has worked to my
advantage this time. Now for the clo e.
"You know, Mrs. Jones, I heard somebody say just the other day that when you
are using your money on something like this, it's really not like you are spending it at all.
It's more like you'd be investing in your children and their education. When you stop and
think about it, you really can't go wrong investing in your children's education, can you?
(Mr . Jones and I shake heads together) I guess that's why so many people have been
excited about what I am doing. In fact, Mrs. Pearson said that she really couldn't afford to
get them, but the more she thought about it, she couldn't afford not to."
I pause for a second and let everything sink in, I'm trying not to rush her,
pressure is the fastest way to a 'no.' "And you know, Mrs. Jones, after thinking about what
she said, that really makes a lot of sense."
Eight minutes later, I walk out of Mrs. Jones' house with a check for $318. I 8
and climb into my old van to go meet Katie.

*****
Katie climbs out of her father's Pontiac LeMans and I see her graceful walk out
of the comer of my eye. She looks unbelievable in that tight black skirt, but it's been a
long morning and right now I just want to be alone. Alone. The idea bas become more and
more attractive to me lately.
"Hey, sweetie, how's your day going?" she asks.
"Slow, one sale, six books. I'm not sure I can support us like this for much
Ion ... "
"Oh, will you stop that," she says, "I do have a job, you know."
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"Yeah, but..."
"But nothing, George. Can we just enjoy this half hour and not talk about
money?"
Easy for her to say, her father owns the company that she works for.
"Of course, dear," I say.
"Besides, I don't think they can deny me a promotion for much longer," she
says, though she knows not to look at me. She knows that I would have preferred that she
had done something on her own. We've had this fight, though, so I avoid that subject.
We eat our lunch in silence, watching the tides of people corning in and out of
Village Pizza and knowing that each and every one of them has a simpler life than we do.
Somewhere along the line, we became so close that we started to grow apart, but how do
I tell her that? Why is this so damn difficult for me? I mean, this woman in front of me
knows everything about me, my most intimate secrets. We've been together seven years
now, so much time that we usually know exactly what is on the other's mind. There is a
lot of humor in that, I think to myself as I sip the ice water in front of me and wonder if
she can read my mind right now.
"I was thinkin' maybe you'd like to come over tonight and I'd make you dinner," Katie offers over coffee.
"Yeah, all right sweetie, that sounds super." I get up to leave.
"Good, can you be there at eight? Julie's working late so we'll be alone."
"Sure."
She gives me a kiss on the cheek and walks away. God, she has a great ass!
That's why I was attracted to her in the first place, her ass. She was a sophomore at
Providence College, and I was a freshman searching for true love. I had a painting clas
with Katie in the Polten Art Center, and would always find some excuse to leave the class
right after she did so I could follow her to lunch. I would watch her every move and even
let her know that I was doing it, my own way of flirting, and she told me later that she
loved it. But I was scared to approach her, I maintained an undeniable insecurity in my
youth. We would never even have met had drinking not been one of my favorite pastimes.
We were finally introduced at a bar months later, and, in a drunken haze, spent the first of
what now seemed to be a million nights together.
I decide to take the rest of the day off and spend it in the park, though I know I
can't afford to. I realize that I must look pretty pathetic, walking around, wearing a coat
and tie and looking all depressed. I can't believe I'm going over there tonight. This is the
first time since we met that I'm nervous about seeing her. I want to tell her what's on my
mind, but I'm not sure that I can. I wouldn't, I'd just let it go, but I feel like I owe it to her
to be completely honest, even if it means the end of our relationship. I spend the rest of
my day walking or sitting around next to a picturesque little pond in my favorite park,
trying to make myself believe that everything is going to be just fine. But all the time, this
feeling that I might be making the kind of mistake that I am going to regret for the rest of
my life lingers in the back of my mind. I should be working, money is tight and I certainly can't afford to be doing this, but I convince myself that my relationship is more
important.

*****
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Back in my apartment, I watch "Jeopardy! " on the border of sleep, then remember to check my watch. It's already 7:30. Shit. I put on a starched white Polo shirt and a
pair of blue jeans without tal<lng a shower. I splash some Woods on my unshaven neck
and turn off the television, then grab the keys to my van and run out the door.
On the drive over, it's my subconscious that controls the vehicle; my thoughts
are elsewhere. I find it rather depressing that there are several extremely expensive homes
between my run-down community and her modest, middle-income townhouse. I know
that, if we moved in together, we could probably afford something nicer, but then I would
be relying too much on her income. Suddenly, I realize that I'm only two blocks away
from her house and I contemplate turning around. For some strange reason , I have th.is
fear that it will be Mrs. Jones, the woman who bought books from me th.is morning, that
answers the door instead of Katie. She will have a cigarette in her mouth and a bald head,
and she will yell at me for not bringing her ice cream and new Yahtzee score cards. I
could call Katie and tell her that I'm sick, tell her that I have some paperwork to do, but
the car keeps moving forward.
I pull into the driveway. Julie's car is gone and I remember that she is working
late. I fear that th.is night will result in a fight, and with Julie gone, there is no way to stop
it once it starts. But the strange thing is that, if it does tum out that way, I'm not so much
afraid of losing Katie as I am afraid that I will never love anyone again. I get out of the car
and walk, sullenly, up the rough-cut pathway, wondering why all the lights are off inside.
Maybe she forgot I was corning over or maybe she fell asleep. I feel relief as I ring the
doorbell, but, as I turn to leave, I hear the door open behind me.
"Were you planning on leaving so soon?"
I turn around again and she's standing there completely naked. I pause, just for
a brief moment while the truth of th.is visit escapes me, then go inside. I push hesitation
aside and give in to what's keeping us together.

*****
A door opening later that night awakens me. My first instinct tells me that it is
a burglar and I wonder if maybe we' ll be the next victims of some crazy rapist or killer. I
hold my breath and listen. No such luck. Hushed giggling tells me that Julie has come
home with another 'friend.' It sounds like they are having a great time together.
I lie there pondering whether I should get up and talk to Julie, but decide not to.
Julie is the only friend Katie has that I can stand, and I've known her almost as long as I
have Katie. I haven' t relayed my concerns about my relationship to her yet, though.
Sometime later, I fall into a deep sleep. Katie does that for me. Her presence is
somehow soothing. On those days when I make no sales despite twelve hours of hard
work, I know that I can come home to her and just hold her, and it leaves me completely
refreshed in the morning. I have a hard time falling asleep when she's not there.
The sun shining through the plate glass window wakes me up, and I notice right
away that Katie's gone. I jump out of my bed and begin my ritual, push-ups and positive
affirmations, when she walks into the room holding a glass of orange juice, and I remember that today is Sunday. She sits down on the bed next to me and offers the juice, but I
wave it off.
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"Did you forget what day it is? (I nod) Well, enjoy it, I've got to get going
soon." She leans down and kisses me lightly on the lips. I keep my eyes open and watch
as she does this, and I can tell she has no idea that I want out of this relationship. Maybe
we' ve grown so far apart so that she doesn' t know what's on my mind anymore.
"Sunday," I say, not really knowing if I am answering a question or making a
statement.
It is my one day off, so I take my time in the shower, enjoying the hot water.
Normally, I wake up to a cold shower, but on Sunday, I stay until my skin wrinkles. Later,
looking in the mirror, I decide not to shave, thinking that maybe all I really need in my
life is a new look, perhaps a beard. I notice that Katie has left a note on the mirror. It say ,
'I love you! ' but it does not make me smile today. When I finally make it to the kitchen,
breakfast is waiting for me, but Katie seems to have left for work, and Julie is still sleeping. Sitting, eating my scrambled eggs and toast, I recall the image of Katie as Mrs.
Jones. She is fat, she smokes cigarettes and she watches talk shows while I fulfill the life
of Willie Loman. For a minute, the image serves to amuse me, but I soon become disgusted and lose my appetite.
I decide to go visit my friend Stevo, mostly because he knows about my Katie
situation, but also because be has cigarettes. Stevo and I were roommates our senior year
at PC, which, I think, was a step for the worse as far as our friend hip was concerned.
Stevo is the kind of guy you might think is gay because he never bas a steady girlfriend,
but really isn ' t. I can be sure of this because be and Katie dated for three months before I
got together with her. I don't let them talk about that, though.
When I pull into his four-story parking garage I see a red Pontiac LeMans like
Katie's off in the far corner, but remember she is still at work. Stevo works for the city as
an engineer, and he gets paid well for it, one of the reasons I hate to visit him. My grade
point average was close to twice his in college, but because be knew the governor, he got
the break. "Fucking story of my life," I mutter to myself as I walk toward the elevator.
Stevo's apartment reminds me of my mother's house; it's full of useless things
you can't touch. None of his furniture belongs in the home of a twenty-five-year-old
bachelor. The door is unlocked, as always, so I walk in and retrieve a Marlboro Light
from above the refrigerator. Curiously, I hear a female voice stirring from the bedroom
and a minute later, Stevo is standing in the doorway, watching me smoke my cigarette on
the couch. He's wearing sunglasses and a pair of boxer shorts that are more expensive
than my watch and my shoes put together.
"Hey, George, can it wait, I've got a guest," be says, sounding a bit tense.
I give him a questioning look and he knows that it can' t wait, so he clo es the
bedroom door and comes over to sit in the chair opposite me. God, he looks like crap thi
morning. He must have bad a long night; probably out at the 'nice' bars drinking sophisticated cocktails with his buddies from work. He pulls a cigarette from behind his ear and
Lights it, taking a long drag.
"Well, what's so important that can' t wait 'til after morning sex?" he a ks.
"Who you got in there? You didn ' t pay for her did you?"
"Yeah, funny, she .. .look, George, what is it?"
"You know what it is." I take a quick drag and blow the smoke hard and flick the
ashes into the marble tray on the table. "I think I'm gonna do it. I'm gonna leave her."
16
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"Well, it's a lot like Norm once said, 'Can't live with 'em, pass the beer nuts."'
for the first time ever, Stevo's reference to the 'Cheers' character does not elicit a laugh
from me. He sits upright and looks at me, though I can't see his eyes, and analyzes my
face as if this were the first time that I was being serious with him about my relationship.
Then he sits back again and takes another drag before extinguishing his cigarette. "No, no
you're not gonna leave her."
"Come on, this is getting stupid, I'm not happy anymore, it isn't the same."
"George, we've known each other since high school and in all that time you
have only ever had one woman in your life. Do you remember how you used to bitch
about not having anyone?"
"I never bitched. Besides, I could always have anyone I wanted."
He stops for a second and looks at me from a different angle. "Oh, helJ, you
haven't even looked at a woman in seven years so there can't be another person."
"No, I couldn't ever do that to her."
"Think about what you' re sayin,' man. You need her, and you know she loves
you. You can't let yourself lose her, Katie is the best girl I know. You know I'm jealous,
don't you?"
Even though he is smiling, this makes me feel better, because he probably is.
"George, ole bud, I think that we both know this conversation is over. Go home
and wait for Katie, when she gets there, take her in your arms and tell her you love her,
then make love to her like you never have before. Trust me, it's the best remedy with her."
I force a grin and leave his apartment, though my thoughts are far from settled.
Shit. Now I can't even think straight. I know that Stevo is right, and I want my heart to go
along with it, but I still feel obligated to talk to her about it. Maybe she's thinking the
same kind of thoughts. No, she thinks we' re gonna get married, for Christ's sake.
Even though it is Sunday, I go back to work, but can' t keep my head clear. As I
run from door to door through this low-income community, I forget the positive affirmations
that used to keep me going. My customers sense this. After a few hours of unsuccessful
attempts, I knock on an apartment door and an elderly woman answers.
"Hi, my name is George, and I'm the one who's been talking to all the families
here in Federal Way with the real small ones all the way up through Decatur High, just
showing everyone those Student Handbooks. I was just talking to the Franklins and the
Bensons, and I wanted to make sure that I stopped by here, too. Now let me see, do you
folks have the little ones, or are yours a bit older?"
"Oh, that's very flattering, but my children are probably older than you," she
says with a smile.
"Well, just so you don ' t think I'm robbing houses, Jet me show you what I've
been doing. I've been showing everyone these books, they help out with kids' school
work."
"Oh! That's nice."
"Well, I've also been showing everyone this cookbook, it's called the Olympic
Cookbook and it was specially made for this year's Olympic Games. Would you like me
to sign you up for one?"
She looks at it for a minute, then asks, "How much?" Cool! A sale.
"Just twenty-three ninety-nine, ma ' am. Would you like one?"
17
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"Oh, why not!"
Even though she doesn't really know what she is getting, I accept her check and
call it a day.
When I get back to my house, I do some tidying up to settle my mind. Standing
in the middle of the room vacuumi.ng, I see Katie ten years from now, cleaning this very
room with a bottle of whiskey in her hand and a huge black hair protruding from her chin.
Startled, I shake the thought away and go to turn on the stereo, but find that my hand is
shaking so badly that I can't control the volume very well. I'm nervous because I know
it's going to come out tonight. I pull out an old bottle of Jameson's Irish Whiskey that bas
been in the cabinet for almost a year, and pour it over ice. The drink helps to stop the
shaking, but I still feel very tense.
I pick up the phone and dial Katie's house, but put my finger on the reset button
before it rings. A few minutes later, after another glass of whiskey, I do the same thing
again. Finally, after fifteen minutes of contemplation, I go through with it. She should be
home from work by now.
"Hello," she says with a shaky voice. It sounds as if she has been crying, but I
don't even want to know what about, so I ignore it. I decide that this is not the right time
to engage in an argument with her.
"It's me."

"Hey! How was work?"
"Same shit, different day."
"You're not in one of those moods, are you?"
"I'm fine, I guess."
"Can I come over? I have something that might cheer you up."
"Sure. I was just going to ask if you wanted to," I lie.
''I' 11 be right there."
We both hang up. It strikes me as odd, and I wonder exactly when the last time
was that I told her I loved her before I hung up the phone. I finish another drink while I sit
waiting for her. The alcohol has made me tired and I don't feel like fighting, but I know
that when she walks through that door in ten minutes, I won't be able to stop myself. Aw,
shit. Maybe I should forget it. I love that girl, I really do. But at the same time I don't feel
like I can afford the mistake that will change my life forever, if it is a mistake. Best to just
get it out on the table, though.
A knock on the door brings me out of the battle I'm fighting in my head. I walk
slowly to the door, and it opens just before I get there. She is smiling, and she throws her
arms around me.
"Guess who called today?" she says.
I think I' 11 wait a little longer before I tell her.
"Who called, sweetie?"
"My father. He said the company is doing very well this month ... "
I feel a cold sweat creeping up all over my body.
"That's great! He's a good man, he deserves to do well."
"He also told me that he can spare a little money if we are ready!"
Last chance. I want to throw her away from me and run out the door. But instead I hesitate, and it is too late.
18
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''We can do it, George! We can get married, just like we always wanted to!" she
bursts out.
She throws herself around me and I feel like I am going to cry. My body is
numb, every inch of it, and I am standing there speechless with my future clutching onto
me so tightly that I have to gasp for air. The vision pops into my bead. Katie is big and fat,
she bas a bottle in one band and a cigarette banging from her lip as she watches Ricki
Lake or Monte! Williams on the television. Eight screaming children are running around
our trailer home, crying because they are hungry, and I sit, locked in the bathroom, gun in
hand, about to end my own life.
Katie pulls back a little. "Well, aren't you going to say anything?"
"I, uh ... " I stop, and I feel the tears welling in my eyes. Then I smile and pull
her close, so close that she cannot see my face.
"I can't believe it, sweetie. I just can't believe it," I say as I stare at the closed
door, the smile gone from my face.

*****
Monday morning, I wake up to Sbania Twain screaming something about Jove
from my radio-alarm clock. Katie is lying next to me, but the music does no more than
cause her to pull a pillow over her head. I jump up and my ritual begins instantly.
"It's a great day, it's a great day, it's a great day, and it just keeps getting better!" I say aloud as I do twenty-five quick push-ups. I check my watch, 6:06, right on
schedule, and run up to the bathroom. In the shower, the icy cold water removes all
remaining hints of sleep as the soap bar races across my body. Forgetting my thoughts
about a 'new image,' I stand in front of the mirror and shave while positive affirmations
fly out of my mouth. I wonder if I should leave a note for her on the mirror.
"George, you good Jookin' thing, don't you ever die! I can't wait to knock on
that first door, everybody's gettin' 'em!" But as bard as I try to erase everything that
happened yesterday, I just can't seem to stop the grotesque images of my future with
Katie. I stop and take a good long look at myself in the mirror. For the first time in my
life, the value of a positive mental attitude fails me, and my shoulders slump down. I
realize, standing there in the bathroom half-naked, half unshaven, that I am not what I
want to be or where I want to be. Financially, I am going nowhere; my production bas
decreased dramatically over the past three years, and I won't Jet myself rely on Katie's
paycheck. And I don't even want to think about what would happen if we bad children. I
wonder if a career change would be possible, but this is the only trade I know. I could
work with Katie, for her father, but to me that is the worst solution.
I finish up in the bathroom and hurry through breakfast, then return to the bedroom for my keys. As I stand in the doorway, searching the room with my eyes, my gaze
falls on Katie, and I remember a time when I would have made all sorts of excuses not to
go work so that I could spend my time with her. Our lives have grown apart, I don't even
know where she is most of the time, but there's something there I just don't want to let go
of.
The alarm on my watch sounds, telling me that I need to be in my car by now,
and I run out the door.
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*****
I knock on the door of the Price residence and take a few step back. When
Price answers the door, I am smiling, but she is not; it's early.
"Hi, is it Mrs. Price?" I ask.
"Yes," replies the woman. Sbe is still wearing a bathrobe, but I can h
vacuum running in the background.
"My name is George, and I'm the one who's been talking to all the familiea
here in Federal Way with the real small ones all the way up through Decatur High,
showing everyone those Student Handbooks. I talked to the Jones' and the Wilson 'J
yesterday, and I wanted to make sure that I stopped by here, too. Now let me see, do you
folks have the little ones, or are yours a bit older?"
'Tm sorry, are you selling something?"
"Why, are you buying?" I reply with a smile. But my cute look is not going to
get me into this house, and, as I walk away, the sound of the lamming door resounds m
my head. Rejection doesn ' t really bother me anymore because I know there are plenty
other people who will want to buy my product.
"Everybody's gettin' 'em! Everybody's gettin' 'em! Everybody's gettin' 'em
I say to myself as I sprint to the next door. I am working in a rather economicall
depressed community, which suits my mood, but at the same time make me feel belle[
I like to know that it could be worse.
Again, I knock, though I don' t know the name of the person who will be answering the door this time. When it does open, a young child is standing in front of me.
holding the frame with one hand and rubbing her eye with the other. "Run and get YOID'
mom," I say, and the child disappears, crying.
When her mother arrives, she looks pissed off. "How dare you talk to my child.
What on Earth are you doing knocking on my door at this hour?"
"Ma'am, I'm giving away peanut butter! " I am smiling, almost laughing to
myself. When she realizes she is being made fun of, she slams the door. I keep running
Maybe I can run away from all of this.
I knock on another door, and I know that I will be speaking to Mrs. Chrisbe.
She has four children, two, six, ten and fifteen. She is a member of the PTA and they are
relatively well off. The door opens, I smile.
"Hi, is it Mrs. Christie?" I say.
.
"Yes," she says. She is the kind of mom who is up with the sun and making
breakfast for the family. She really bas it together, I can tell. Plus, she is smiling at ~:
the salesman's dream is standing before me, and I am wondering why my recurrent un·
ages of Katie aren't more like this.
..
"My name is George, and I'm the one who's been talking to all the farru~•es
here in Federal Way with the real small ones all the way up through Decatur High: ~ust
showing everyone those Student Handbooks. I talked to the Jones' and the Wilsons Just
yesterday, and Mrs. Price this morning, and I wanted to make sure that I stopped by here.
too. Now Jet me see, do you folks have the little ones, or are yours a bit older?"
"Oooooh! Did you say Student Handbooks?" she says. I am getting a bit kep-
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cal now, omething has to go wrong. "I have those!"
u

"Oh, you do. Great, great. How do you like them?" My forced smile must be
to her. She tells me all about how her kids use the books every night and promto tell all her friends about them but I'm not listening.
I give up on the morning and spend my time listening to some of my favorite
mou\ational tape and searching the want ads for a new job. After Mort Utley's "Priniples of Success," Bob Richards' "Address to the 1984 Olympic Team," a chapter of Og
tandino's 'The Greatest Sale man in the World," and a quick lunch, I go back to work.
I pend a few hour driving around the richer neighborhoods, and my thoughts return to
Katie. We're going to get married! I can't seem to accept this; I'm not ready. We may
\ea few dollars here and there if we move in together, but we'll never be able to afford
home like these. I can't get rid of this image, an unkept house of poverty and children
\\ho don't love us. I need to talk to her, to at least explain my worries.
\JOUS

*****
I look down at my watch: 7:15. So much for working today. I know I can't
!ford this, but I'm u eless knocking on doors in this mood anyway. I find myself driving
to\\ard Stevo's apartment. I have resolved nothing today, and something tells me he knows
mething I don't know.
In the garage, I consciously look for a red LeMans, but don't see one. When I
walk into his apartment, Stevo is sitting on his couch eating Chinese food and watching
the Discovery Channel. I grab a cigarette and ask for a light.
"Here," replies Stevo without taking his eyes off the television. I wonder what
the hell i wrong with him. "Grab a seat, I'm watching this cool show about predators in
the African Plains. Those lions are about to pounce that wimpy little antelope and make
him dinner." I sit and stare at the set for a few minutes, then look over at him. He doesn't
budge, I wonder if he is sick of listening to my problems. I want some real advice from
him, ome truth. I take a drag from my cigarette and toss it into the ashtray.
A commercial for men's deodorant comes on. "How' d last night go?" asks
tevo, still looking at the television, "did my remedy cure the ailment?"
"She asked me to marry her. Can you fucking believe it, we're engaged!"
"What? Are you serious?"
He still hasn't looked at me. I look at him and he turns, just for a second, then
wings his head back toward the television. "You all right?"
"I don't know." I look down at my watch, "Shit, I gotta run, I'm supposed to
meet a family in a little bit," then get up to leave. I hope he won't say anything else, just
let me leave, but as I open the door, he looks over his shoulder.
"Look, if you don't want to do it, don't."
I fake a smile and thank him for the cigarette before leaving.

*****
ct·

Katie's car isn't there when I arrive at her house, though she should be home. I
idn't come to see her, though; I need to talk to Julie, even if she goes straight to Katie
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with what I say. When I walk through the door, I hear the shower running, so I sit down 011
the couch to watch the show 'Friends.' I hate these sitcoms, they can solve their life's
problems in thirty minutes while the rest of us face them non-stop until we die. I hear the
shower go off.
"Somebody there?" yells Julie from the bathroom.
"It's just me," I say.
Julie comes walking out wearing one towel around her body and another around
her head.
"Katie called a little while ago and told me that she was working late."
"That's all right, I was actually hoping I could talk to you for a little bit."
She raises one eyebrow at me, "Is this about last night? (I nod affirmation) I had
a feeling it was. Let me just throw something on and I'll be right out."
I watch her retreat to the bedroom, and for the first time in seven years, I think
I am attracted to another woman. This is all very strange to me, Julie and I are good
friends, and there is no way I could ever cheat on Katie with her, but I can't help thinking
it. I wonder if Katie looks at other men and thinks about what it would be like to be with
them instead of me. I wonder if she still thinks about Stevo.
After a few minutes, Julie returns wearing tight jeans and holding two glasses
of wine. She sits down next to me, and together we drink. I empty my glass with a loud
gulp, then go to the kitchen and retrieve the bottle. When I sit down again, her glass is
also empty so I refill both.
"So, what's on your mind, you don't exactly look like the most excited man in
the world?"
"I don't know. Maybe I've just been thinking too much." I take another long
drink.
"What have you been thinking?"
"I don't know," I say. "Has she said anything about this?"
"She's happy, George. There's nothing she wants more than to spend her life
with you."
"Why?"
"Because, after seven years, she's attached to you. Women need security."
I finish my second glass before I say anything else.
"Do you think it's going to be all right... I mean, do you think we'll get along all
right?"
"Well, you've made it this far."
"Yeah, but this means forever."
The last remark stands, uncontested, and I know I have made a point. I stop
gulping the wine and take leisurely, contemplative sips.
"George, what exactly do you want?"
"I just want to be happy. I don't want to have to worry about everything all the
time."
"But you do with her?"
"Well, I just don't want to do anything for the wrong reason."
Julie takes a long drink from her glass and asks, "Does it bother you that she
makes more than you do?"
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I drink to avoid the question, but I know I have to answer.
"Not really." The answer surprises me because, in that moment, I am fairly sure
that it is true.
"Do you think she loves you?"
"Of course she does. And I love her, too." God! I feel like I'm being sold on
omething. She's a bad salesman, though; pressure is the fastest way to a no.
"Aren't you afraid of being alone?"
"I fear that more than anything else in the world," I say, but I'm still wondering
if Katie is the right person. "I always believed that it would be so much easier than this."
Julie stands up and says, "I don't think it is supposed to be easy."
"Where are you going?" I ask.
"I have something for you, hang on a sec."
When Julie comes back, she is holding a picture, and she hands it to me. In the
picture, Katie and I are sitting together on a bed in a dormitory room. I can remember the
night like it was yesterday. It was our first formal together, a sorority function, and we
were so much in love, we knew there could never be anything to destroy what we had. In
the photograph, Katie dressed in a sleek red dress and myself in a coat and tie, we appear
as though we could conquer the world.
"Look at you two! You were made for each other."
"I will always have a Jove for her, you know?"
She pauses for a moment and looks into my eyes, making sure she knows what
I am saying. "Yes, I know." She gives me an understanding smile, then stands up. "You
know, she's had the money for a Jong time, but she was scared to tell you. She was afraid
that you didn't love her anymore."
We remain in thoughtful silence for a few minutes. When she sees that I am
done, that I have nothing else to say, Julie says, "You know, you have to tell her."
I think about what that means, having to tell her. I picture the conversation,
wondering how she is going to react. Wondering if there is any other possibility I haven't
thought through that could divert it from happening.
Julie goes to her room while I continue to stare at the picture. I finish my wine
and, a few minutes later, Julie quietly leaves the house. I sit there, by myself, and stare at
the picture until it begins to blur. I want to go back, to be in Jove again, but it's too late. As
much as I want to believe, I cannot. I've been living on my memories for far too long now.
But, just to be sure, I relax my body, and just as I expected, the image of Mrs. Jones
returns. I put the picture down, tearing it into a hundred pieces in my mind, and leave
them on the couch as I walk out the door.

--Seth Ireland '99
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upon hearing monk
his fingers flee fast
about the bright white sea
of single song-teeth;
pluck, pull, prod in this way and thatmy mind flickers fast like
the dripping candle that shows him the wayreturn with force fast again,
and sweetness.
they sing softly of smoke-filled
clubs of past,
the stage lit in
dim haze, he's
flying solo tonight,
together
all ten strike.
and my foot can't help but dance.
my head sways, smiling
to him.

-Jamie Kijowski '99
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"Untitled" by Amy Deaner '99
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Cameroon
The word is enough. She guides
us in the enunciation
learned from a semester of watching
their mouths mold
around the syllables. She wears their
clothes with ease,
drums their instruments between her knees
and touching each part,
names the animals skin used.
It must have changed
something in her, I watch her hands
in the photos I peel apart,
I watch her stitch clothes
for the natives,
cradle their brown generations
in the cupping white
of her palms, and in the frame frozen
with blood,
when she sliced into la poule, clotted
feathers falling
to her shoes, the pictures ilidn't
show the later
skinning, the plucking of meat
from bones that evening,
crouched low on aching heels,
exulting in the kill,
lives widening into others
through death, necessary.
As needed as the chickens my
grandmother
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would ring life from, baring her hands
in the heavy Indiana
heat, my mother in pigtails tucked
behind her ears,
feet tucked into the bottom rung of the gate.
Granddad was dead
line break

and uncle was due anyday now, and
in the moment the chicken's
head came off in grandmother's fist, my mother
understood. She didn't
cry; she was hungry. She ate the chicken
grandmother served
with red-crusted fingernails that night,
she ate for her mother
and her future baby brother, she learned
to eat like visitors
in a starving country relearn what food ison their knees, bringing
the animal down themselves, clumsy
and careful in their hunger.

-Mary Ann T. Davis '01
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"The Road Not Taken" by Nancy Fan Wu '99

28

exile

A Fitting Return
And now
they're back:
they're as dogged
as earthworms,
as invisible
as rats
on a ship.
They sail
where I sail,
and if I'm careless they nip at
my heels.
They exist because I exist.
-Pablo Neruda

The streets, the sidewalks, the lawns were overflowing with water. For one
week the world had been gray, drenched in rain, choked with heavy clouds, trapped in
great constant sheets of water flooding nothing less than everything. Gardens were ruined. Basements were mildewed. The sky was giving to the earth, but the earth had had
enough. On the last of these water-logged days, they had predicted two more, not knowing-as no one, I suppose, could have known-that the sun was about to break and dry its
own mess below.
I had not been to Meed's house since early that summer, and yet somehow it
seemed to have drastically changed. Or perhaps it was only that it had taken on the same
foggy, colorless look everything else had taken on since the rain began. Whatever the
case, as I walked up the front walkway with umbrella overhead, it seemed to me that I
was looking at her house through eyes vastly different from my own. All my life I'd
known this house-the crabapple tree out front, the roses flowering along the edges of
the small front porch, the white siding, the black shutters. Meed's mother kept tiny electric candles in each window all year round, and they were on now, barely piercing the
gray air outside moving like lava in circular movements over the ground. I squinted to see
the lake back behind the house, stretching out on either side, gray water dissolving into
gray air. When I got to the front door, Meed was there, and I realized that the house
wasn't the only thing that had changed .
Meed had always been the girl who came along. In elementary school, she
came over to my house everyday after school, and in high school, I had the car, so I drove
her to and from school, lunch, dances, whatever. She was her mother's daughter-brown
hair, brown eyes, small nose, long fingers, cute face. But the woman who stood before me
now was hardly the woman I'd last seen at graduation. She seemed to have reverted to the
awkward-teenage stage again-she was all skeleton, all out of proportion. Her cheeks
clung to her bones, lips stretched, formerly-cute nose now pointed and covered with a
thin layer of translucent-blue skin. Her fingers were mere sticks, her legs crutches, arms
one constant width except for the grotesque bulges that were her elbows. She was, in a
word, emaciated. But the thing that made her all the more arresting was the overdone
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makeup, the curled hair, the peach silk dress that didn't cover her as much as it did hang,
as though draped on a hanger in the closet. I was staring at the shadow of the friend I once
knew.
I was ushered inside and told to take a seat in the den, which I obligingly did,
tucking my legs under me and marveling at how the smoky air from outside seemed to
have leaked into this room as well. Meed, in a flurry of teeth and marble eyes-eyes
which, though sunken, were still large and liquid and glassy-sat down opposite me,
obviously excited that I was there. I really had missed her, and bad dragged myself from
my law internship to the lake this afternoon, a few hours early for the party, knowing this
would be the last time I saw her for at least a semester. Meed and I had grown up together.
I wasn't about to leave without letting her say goodbye.
We talked a while, waiting for the others to come, turning on lights in the room
as the world outside got prematurely darker and darker. It was cool for August, and I
could see mountains of gooseflesh running up and down every inch of Meed's blue skin,
though she never once complained. She sat on the edge of the armchair, legs crossed,
head bouncing back and forth, talking to me like she always had-full of warmth, always
laughing, eyes constantly moving everywhere. She was the same Meed at heart, but in
body .. .it was hard to get used to. Had her voice not been the same, had her laugh not been
as musical, had her hands not been constantly moving, fidgeting as they always had, I
would not have recognized her.
A few hours passed. The growing blackness outside had congealed into one
great glob of oil cloud, and the radio told people to stay indoors. We went over to the
window, pulling the lace curtains aside. Lightning lit up comers of the sky, but only to
reveal layers of even more sooty cloud. The thunder came immediately, not gradually,
and with it the phone calls. The others invited that afternoon were not coming then, but
promised to try to make it after the storm passed. Meed's face grew sadder with each
call-so much for her going-away party.
Sitting back in the den, the grandfather clock ticking quietly, the thunder running up and down the stairs, the rain pounding like hail on the roof, I looked at her
transparent skin, and brought up her job. Her gaunt face lit up like a light.
''The kids are so unbelievably adorable, Yule. They cling to me five at a time,
and one of them-Meredith-wraps her arms around my leg all day and won't let go.
One of the little boys fell asleep on his lunch yesterday-on his lunch. I woke him up and
asked him if he was sleeping and he said 'No.' So Elizabeth helped everyone clean up
their food while I took him-the sleepy boy-over to the play-mat and just left him there
sleeping till his mom came. It was so cute." The thin hair that fell over the bone of her
forehead was like the soft down of a newborn.
We floated through the house, running away from the gray that was everywhere, waiting out the storm and talking about the future. Meed was worried because she
was the only one not going away-she was afraid she'd have no one to talk to. I bugged
her like I always had, and told her not to be silly.
"You're probably the friendliest person I know-you ' ll have no problem meeting people," I said, pulling away from her knife-like shoulder blades to look out the
window. I gasped. "Wow-look at the green," I said.
The rain had stopped, and the world had taken on that post-shower, dusk glow.
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The grass and trees and flowers shown with raindrops, and the lemon of the sunlight-the
first sun in a week-bathed everything in a golden, bright green haze. The fog had dissolved into light mist along the ground, and on the horizon, beneath the lid of cloud, I
could see actual blue sky.
"Everything looks so new," Meed said beside me. I nodded. She turned suddenly, then, with a wild look in her eye. "I know what we should do," she said, her voice
squeaking, her fingers picking absentmindedly at her thumbnail.
Before I could answer, she'd grabbed me by the hand and dragged me outside to
the dock in back of her house. I let her pull me, though it felt more as though I was
pushing her, the fragile assembly of jagged bones and sallow skin. In the sunlight, I
almost felt like I could see through her.
Our footsteps made dull, wet noises against the water-soaked wood of the dock,
and as we walked out over the water itself, we were enveloped in white mist. Instinctively, I pulled her to me, trying to keep us both warm. She giggled and I saw that she was
looking over her right shoulder. I looked to see a boat, waddling in place on the water,
gray, splintered, a long elliptical shape.
"What ... Now?" I said.
"Why not? I haven't been out for so long because of this rain. I'm stir crazy.
Aren't you?"
In my stomach, I felt the instinctual, edgy feeling that comes to all of us when
we're pushed to do something we don't want to do. I realized, then, that I'd had the
feeling the entire afternoon. Yet I didn't have time to think on this further, for Meed had
jumped into the boat and actually pulled one oar over the side and dipped it into the
cotton-covered water. I believe she would have rowed away without me, too, if she'd had
the strength. Not knowing what else to do-and not really having a choice in the matterI lowered myself uneasily into the boat, feeling my feet rock beneath me.
"Are you insane?" I asked teasingly. Meed sat there, holding the oar that was
easily worth two of her, and smiling giddily at me, her hair sticking to her head from the
humid air. She laughed.
"We used to do this all the time," she said, handing me the oar and then the
other one.
"Yeah, but Meed ... " I trailed off, not knowing what to say. I thought the situation spoke for itself. But she continued to smile. "Meed, it could rain again. And the
others will probably be coming now. Besides, this fog is so thick ... "
But even as I said this, I noticed I could see farther than I had been able to see
before. The sun was burning the mist off incredibly fast, and the blue sky along the
horizon was becoming bigger. I looked back at Meed, who still sat there, beaming, silent,
and I shrugged, smiling too. "Really quick, yes?" I said, and began to row the boat away
from the dock, taking delight, at least, in the happy look on my friend's face.
We didn't talk for a few minutes-I was concentrating on the rowing, and she
on swiveling her head from side to side, looking out over the water. I felt the oars dip into
the water, I felt the pressure against the wood as I strained my muscles, the relief as the
oar came out and we moved, gliding swiftly over glass and charcoal. I'd never fallen as
deeply in love with the water as Meed had-I rarely went swimming, and even now I felt
uneasy being on such a shifting surface. I took deep, moist breaths of the lifting drizzle
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around us, trying to enjoy myself. The air was humid, a little warmer now with the sun,
but it was late-the sun was quickly setting behind Meed-and I was about to use this as
another excuse to tum around soon and go back, when I looked up and saw her face.
Back-lit as she was, I had to squint in order to see clearly what I was really
afraid to see-she looked, honestly, as though the life bad gone out of her. And I speak,
here, of the life within, for her body already appeared somewhat dead. She was staring
straight at me-but past me-and her eyes were colorless, light-less. Her shoulders sagged,
mouth hanging loo ely, lips barely parted, hair-all curl now completely gone-laying
limp with humidity. Her skin had now even lost its blue-vein color, instead taking on the
gray I had seen both outside and inside her house earlier. The lipstick she'd been wearing,
the eyeshadow, the blush, bad faded now, had been burnt away with the mist. And I had
the sudden, haunting feeling that I was staring at a corpse.
For a moment, I couldn't speak. I knew, of course, that this was an illusion, that
I shouldn't say anything to upset her, that all I needed was to make her laugh again to
know that everything was fine, and yet my lips froze, and I simply continued to row
methodically. There was not a sound save for the water falling off the oars.
After time, she moved. Lifted her fingers to her mouth, gnawed at her nails.
Brought her fingers back down, peeled the nails, rough, ragged, away from the fingers,
dropped the shells on the bottom of the boat. She did this over and over again in the space
of 30 seconds, until I booked my left oar and reached over, covering both her bands with
one of mine.
"Meed," I said.
"Hm?" she murmured, eyes wide, listless, gone.
We knew each other well. But I didn't know her. We couldn't communicate
without words at this moment, as we'd been able to in the past. And this was the first
sign-I should have seen it, felt it, known it, done something about it-that she was
leaving.
"Isn't this fun?" she giggled, without smiling. Loosing one hand from mine.
Biting at her fingernails. "I haven't done this in so long. Look-look at the water!"
I did. I looked at the water. I held her other band down, and I looked at the
water.
I've visited a place, off the island of Capri on the Mediterranean coast of Italy,
in which you take a boat into the side of the rocky cliff. You lower your bead and Jean
down into the boat, and the Italian rower pushes you through into the mouth of the earth.
Inside, the water, the ocean, breathes. Due to some underwater, light-producing phenomenon, the water glows turquoise, glows yellow through sheets of cerulean glass, sheds
ethereal light on the otherwise black interior of the cliff. This image of beauty came
immediately to mind as I stared down into the breathing water of the lake around us.
Even today, I cannot explain what we saw, what happened there, out on the
lake; I cannot explain why the water turned from slate to aquamarine. Perhaps the sun
had lit the water from underneath, but this had never happened before on our ventures out
upon the lake. No one had ever spoken of such an occurrence-for surely it was something to be spoken of. I stared, in wondrous awe, at that liquid sapphire and noticed its
blue-glow on my skin.
"But I'll miss you all so much," Meed said suddenly. "Who will I talk to? Who
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will I hang out with? I'll be all alone!"
"No, no-" I tried to say, shaking my head, clenching the hand I still held.
"I need you. All of you," she said, crying now. "I need ... "-her eyes darted
around-"! need ... "
I'd entered a nightmare. Some kind of hellish illusion that makes you think it's
real, when really the confusion you ' re feeling is only a dream, only pretend. I held onto
her, across from me, to keep me focused, to keep me alive. But, you see, this wasn't what
J was used to. It was too far from me. I couldn't hang on. And I was so immersed in this
realization, so utterly immersed in the unfathomable terror of the present, that I wasn't at
all surprised when she broke from my hand and jumped over the side of the boat into the
water.
I was seeing through eyes that were not my own. Seeing my friend splash into
the water, seeing Meed become blue, become liquid, seeing her dress float out from her
like a jellyfish's body, seeing her turn around in the wetness to face me, hearing her say,
softly, sadly, "It's so warm ... ", seeing her smile, and curl up into a ball, and sink.
-Hillary Campbell '00
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"Untitled" by John Joseph Novak I/ '99
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lC6mo define la belleza?
lC6mo define la belleza?
l Que calidades tiene ella?
l Por que es la vida tan fea
y cada flor siempre bella?
Yo no hablo de la hermosura
--que ma! suena la palabrani de la beldad tampoco
----esta claro falta el alma.
Pero belleza es mas alta;
es loco que la defina.
Sus letras perfectas, bellas;
belleza, eres mas divina que ...

How does one define belleza?
How does one define belleza?
What qualities does belleza carry?
Why is life always so ugly
yet every flower is always so bella?
I am not talking about hermosura
-the word alone rings so poorlynor do I speak about beldadfor this word surely has no soul.
But belleza is much higher;
it is crazy to try to define it.
Its letters are perfect, bellas;
belleza, you are more divine than . ..
-Edward S. Knotek ll '00
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My Island

There are other islands out there,
though so far distant from my perch that
my mind only conjures a fleeting image.
In festive spirit, reaching out together,
my bleached hands open, turned palm up,
I would scream for any old companion
if I could only know for sure that my
singular cry would not echo back unheard.

II
I often sit, back to an itchy palm tree and
savoring one of my few remaining cigarettes,
while the vaporous image of a half-naked
woman seductively dances against my pupils.
Neither do I wear any clothing in th.is heat,
for my only spectator consists of the wildlife,
and their loud chirps and ferocious cries
can only be deciphered as unending applause.
III
The mid-afternoon dance became my workday,
always beginning with the walrus's promenade.
I would wait for the playful Babacoot
and the Green-Cheeked Amazon to arrive
before I ever allowed myself to enter the game.
But the rhythm of those flapping wings and
the unchecked cries of a practiced chorus
always left us caught up in the ritual of dance.
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IV

Out of the shadows of my tired daydream
strolls the figure of my first real lover,
clutching a stalk of Red Flowering Thyme.
Carried, as if by the crest of the waves,
she holds no love for me in that purple gift.
Imagination becomes what reality insists upon,
a revelation that serves to make me grin as I
blink wildly with intent to destroy all falsity.
V

These days it is difficult to see very far,
and I wonder what lies beyond my horizon.
Those who come to bid farewell each night
fill me with a sorrow none in history has known.
This island I render too small for me nowand though I may miss my colorful companions,
and later long for the solitude I now knowI will set sail on the morning of tomorrow.
-Seth Ireland '99
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Flight Delay
In the room the women come and go
talking of Michelangelo

I never met Brooke's Hollywood boyfriend. He went out West after college, landed a tech
job with Silk Stalkings. He shared a two-room hellhole with a dancer named Dino-they
both hoped to score with a film on the night club scene. Brooke and me were all set to see
Casablanca in Columbus-the midway point between our two colleges-but the boyfriend squelched the plan. He felt threatened. You can imagine my surprise when I found
myself driving to the Port of Columbus to pick his sorry self up.
Brooke didn't have a car, and as a favor I drove the three hours down to OU and
the two hours back up to Columbus so that she and the Hollywood boyfriend could have
a tearful reunion. He felt threatened.
Jesus. Brooke and I had only been friends for years. We went to high school
together. We did the spring musicals together. She was my best friend, so what if she was
a girl? I remember how she caught my eye. It was winter. Snow in the school parking lot
was shoveled into three-foot high banks. We all tossed around snowballs when we weren't
sliding on the ice and breaking our backs. Only getting caught with the snowballs resulted in a swift sending to the Dean's office. I was in the hall when Mr. Guttman brought
in the latest batch of public offenders. Brooke was among them. The three or four other
lads walked with lowered heads, scuffed the heels of their shoes on the wet floor tiles.
Brooke didn't. She kept her bead up. She smiled and waved at me. It was some sort of
French Resistance thing. I knew I bad to know this girl.
"You'll like him," she said as we drove to the airport. 'Tm positive."
"He's your boyfriend. " I turned up the radio, That 's Life, the Chairmen
a'crooning. I lost myself in the lyrics. I didn't want to be sore with her. But that's bow I
am. I'm an old type with old sensibilities. My tastes and values are the stuff of memory.
I can't help who I am.
"So tired." She yawned and rubbed away the green shadow around her eyes.
"Robert kept me up till four last night. He's been so depressed lately. He lost out on the
Addams Family movie."
"Tragic." I turned onto 670, kept my eyes on the road and my ears on the radio.
"A poet, a pauper, a pawn, and a king."
"Still into that stuff?" Brooke and me, although best of friends, differed in our
musical tastes. Her big thing was playing Jonathan Richman songs on her accordion. She
gave free performances at the Swivel Fish, the bar where she met Mr. Hollywood. The
first time he, then a senior, saw her, then a freshman, she was singing an original work,
"Would You Still Love Me if I were Just a Head?"
"Always," I told her. "My music never goes out of fashion. Just like the clothes."
She smiled. "You know Jason Cook thought you were a fag. The way you dressed.
He said you and Perry were butt buddies."
"Charming. Don't remember the lad." And I didn't, though the insult seemed
familiar. There was nothing fruity about the way I dressed. It was different, and to the

38

exile

pea-brained, anything different is queer. It was stylish. Brooke and me went to Catholic
high school, whlch meant ties and dress pants and button-down shirts. My grandpa died
my sophomore year and did the strangest thing-he willed me hls clothes. Closets full of
clothes. Suits and hats and ties whlch hadn't seen the light of day since the Truman
administration. I ate them up. I wore them instead of the lame uniform standards. I wear
them now in college. You can't beat a classic.
I tore the ticket out from the dispenser and pulled into the parking lot. Brooke
didn't look bad herself. She wore a plush brown hat and a green velvet dress. Think
woodland nymph meets MTV v-jay. She had style. In hlgh school, when her hair was its
natural color, she wore the standard blouse and brown skirt. She didn't have the five rings
in each ear and the green lipstick. She looked crazed, and kids kept their distance. She
freaked them out with all the cat scratches on her arms. She had style that afternoon. She
had to, for the boyfriend.
He was staying for a week. She had just signed the lease on a small apartment
in Athens. She was going to stay there over break. They planned to take in old haunts.
"We picked out a china pattern last night," she said on the escalator.
"That's a bit presumptuous." I tipped my homburg at a girl going in the opposite direction. She looked positively bewildered.
"Not really picked it out." Brooke ran her fingers along the railing. He was her
first boyfriend, and they were serious. "We weren't shopping or anything. My grandma
calJed. Her neighbor left her all these plates and things. We're convinced the woman's a
paranoid schlzopbrenic. She had only been living next to my grandma for a couple of
months. She thought the neighbors were out to get her and just left."
''Without her china."
"That's right."
"Just make sure the set has a butter dish. The butter dish makes the set."
She laughed and threw an arm around my waist. I gave her a tight, little hug as
we descended into the concourse. His flight was American Airways. We checked one of
three Arrival monitors that just seemed to float in the vast amount of space. She looked at
her wrist, "Flight 237."
"From LA?"
"From Denver. He has a stopover in Denver, and then here." She squinted at the
black marks on her wrist, the numbers slightly blurred. Her skin looked moist. Could she
actually have been nervous? "It's got to be that, 237," she said.
"Hate to tell you this, darling, but that flight's been delayed."
And so it had. In Denver.
She charged the American Airways tickets and information center. She demanded information on the flight. I felt sorry for the guy behlnd the counter, this guy with a comb over
and acne scars. But he had the softest, smoothest voice. He sounded like Mel Torme.
"Let me check that one." The American Airways man tapped a couple of keys
on the keyboard, dialed hls desk phone, tapped the blue counter-top, and attempted to
mile. "Just a minute."
She rolled her eyes. We looked at the gate leading into the terminal. It was
closed. A large, aluminum grate blocked the way.
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The man set down the receiver. "I'm so sorry. We're looking at about a twohour delay on that flight. There's a bad storm in Denver. They' re not letting anyone up."
"Two hours?" She gripped the edge of the counter-top and leaned half way
across. "You're telling me, it's been delayed for two hours."
"Come back in an hour. Maybe I'll have something more promising to tell
you." He looked at me, "Nice tie." He looked over our shoulder at a gentleman holding a
kitten and wearing bermuda shorts, and we knew our time was up and drifted to the back
of the line.
"What can we do for two hours?" She dragged her boots across the gray tiles.
"Buy a magazine. Drink some coffee." I was up for a trip to the cigar shop but
didn't think Brooke would go for it. She didn't smoke then, and she didn ' t smoke now.
Though I told her you can't beat a clove cigarette on a winter day.
"There's a Max and Erma's." She rubbed the green belly of her dress. "I skipped
breakfast this morning."
"You're saying you could go for lunch."
She smiled. So we went.
I ordered the Rueben grill and a cup of coffee. The airport Max and Erma's wasn't like
the real thing, even though it had a patio with round tables and metal chairs placed on
Astroturf. The menu was smaller and the service was slower. Thankfully, the prices weren't
higher. Brooke ordered onion rings. After taking a bite of one, she held her hand out to
me.
"Look at the pinkie. You see that?"
I saw a red gash, about an inch in length, above the silver eye ring she kept on
that finger.
"That's where the bird bit me."
"Bird?"
"The one that flew into my room."
"Into your room?"
"Birds are omens of something?"
I set down my Rueben. "Hold on a second," I said. "You're saying a bird flew
into your room. Just came right in. What type of bird?"
"I don't know. A black one. And I wasn't there when it dropped in. I just came
back to the room and heard this fluttering noise coming from behind my chair."
"Was it injured?"
"No."
"How did it bite you?"
"I wrapped it up in a sheet and took it over to the window. You should have
heard it squawk. I opened the sheet to look at it, and it just turned its head and bit me."
She laughed. She was always hurting herself in the strangest ways. In high
school she once slipped in the hall and sliced her head on the sharp comer of a locker. She
needed stitches, and bides the scar with her hair. The cat scratches are gone too. She used
to torture her cat, put it in the washer, drop it from her bunk bed to see if cats really do
land on all fours-that type of sick stuff-so it was no wonder the beast carved her up any
chance it got. And then there was the one time I visited her at OU. I drove down one
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weekend, and she introduced me to her latest hobby-climbing onto the roofs of public
buildings. She and her friends did it all the time-movie theaters, restaurants, apartments. She even climbed to the top of the Methodist church. It was the fun thing, the
challenging thing to do. We climbed to the roof of the Drake and sat on the ledge. She
brought along her accordion. It was a warm autumn night, quiet in the weeks before
Halloween madness. I pointed out the constellations I knew from two years as a boy
scout. Cassiopeia-the house. Orion-the hunter. Cygnus-the swan. She played her
accordion-That'.!- Amore. She stood on the ledge, pranced around, played the accordion.
And then I thought she slipped, and I had her by the wrist. But my grip was stronger than
I thought. I bruised her wrist.
"Robert when he heard that-we're talking total basket-case. He's very protective." She bit into an onion ring and sipped her soda. "It was only a little birdie. A Tweetie
bird. Well, a black Tweetie bird. Nothing to lose sleep over."
The boyfriend was always losing sleep, or depressed. Paranoid. Everytime I
called her, she'd be on the phone with him. She was always like, "I've got Robert on hold.
Can you call back?" Then I would, and she would complain to me about her phone bill.
They talked every day. She paid. He was struggling, you know. She could make the sacrifice. Then I'd hear a beep-beep, and she'd put me on hold. Then she was like, "It's
Robert again. He's being an ass. I've got to go." She always went.
He never let her have a life of her own, her fust boyfriend. She received a bad
evaluation on her design project, had a rough day at work, and they still spent all their
time talking about him. His money problems. His career problems. His sexual frustrations. She never got a word in edge-wise she told me. And the one time Brooke and I were
supposed to meet, after almost a year apart, he squelched it. He didn't feel comfortable
with the three of us going to see a lousy movie. He felt threatened. Even though she told
him what friends we were. But, hey, I had the parties.
The parties gave me perspective. The things you're mocked for in high school
make you popular in college. Everybody flocks to the weirdoes. My clothes. My music.
My cigars. They lapped it up. Before I knew it, I had a group of boys in suits following me
around, learning the subtly of showing cuff and how to mix a proper manhattan. I hosted
parties every Wednesday, Friday, and Saturday-filled my double with smoke, booze,
and dancing bodies. Some kid said I looked like Orson Welles. I dug it. Better than being
fat or fruity.
"Think we should talk to that guy again?" She ran a finger across the grease on
her plate and licked it clean. "Think the storm let up?"
"I don't think things are more promising." I pointed at the booth across from
ours. And there was our buddy, the American Airways guy, tossing back a Heineken.
We strolled through the Bath and Body Works across from Max and Erma's-the malling
of America is a verifiable truth, I'm certain of this. Amid all the Raspberry Swirl body
wash and baby blue sponges-the thick blend of mango, sea breeze, and pine-I thought
of the girls I encounter these days. They all smell of vanilla or CK-1. I couldn't remember
what Brooke smelled like. She didn't have a smell. She was just Brooke.
She picked up a container of honey-flavored lip balm. "I should get something
for Robert. He'll be all scummy after his flight. He told me he buys the type of soap I use
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so he can smell like me, be reminded of me. Isn't that nuts?"
I nodded.
"He's always doing stuff like that. Sweet, weird romantic things. I told you
about the book?"
I picked up a bottle of Peaches and Cream perfume and sprayed her with it.
"Stop," she pushed the bottle away. "I'm saying, we have this book we send
back and forth between us. It's just a notebook, but I've added lots of cool stuff to the
cover. Like this picture of Lou Reed with this quote where he talks about true love. But
the book we use to write down the things we can't say on the phone. It was his idea."
"Remember Neff." I re-arranged the various fragrance bottles on a shelf. "He
sure could have used a place like this."
"That's not nice." She set down the lip balm. "People were always picking on
him."
Which was true. One time during Fiddler on the Roof, with Brooke and Neff in
the orchestra and myself playing Tevye, I saw what she meant. I was standing behind the
curtain, clicking my fingers, waiting for my cue, sweat dripping onto my microphone and
crackling. It was the third show, and I could barely talk-I spooned honey down my
throat between numbers. And there was Walter Neff, playing violin, the best violinist in
the school and the kid with the worst hygiene-bad breath, body odor, greasy hair. During rallies, a space was cleared for him on the bleachers, and people only approached him
to book him or to point fingers and laugh. There he was, all set to play, only he couldn't
find the bow. He searched all around his seat, but couldn't find it. I saw it, his bow. It was
being passed along, row after row, the whole orchestra in on the prank. It reached Brooke.
She stood up and walked two rows over to return it to a sweating, stammering Neff. I
went on to do my number. "Kids are cruel," I told her. ''That's why I'm ripping up any
invites to reunions."
Brooke smiled. ''Two years. Two years, and I'm out of Ohio."
I forced her to sit with me through a cigar. We saw the kitten guy again. He walked past
us twice, the kitten resting on his shoulder. He patted it the way one patted a child. And
then there was this older couple, both in sunglasses, who had to pass us at least four
times. I could swear the woman said, "Must be easy," the fust time they passed. They
kept lapping the airport. The worst sight was this cleaning guy with a broom and dustpan.
He'd brush a patch of sidewalk clear and be back in five minutes to do it again. "So sad,"
Brooke said. She rested her elbows on her knees and her chin in her hands.
"It's a quarter to three, there's no one in the place." I danced around, dropped
ash on the concrete.
"Singing again?" She sighed and looked at the blurred numbers on the back of
her wrist. She pulled her hat over her eyes. ''Two hours."
"Except you and me." I saw some birds, mostly sea gulls. They ate scraps of
gum and popcorn, right off the concrete. I dido 't see any black birds, so I couldn't ask her,
"Was that the one that bit you?"
She straightened out her dress and went inside.
I watched her through the glass doors, talking to the man behind the American
Airways counter. Her green dress fit her well. I never saw her in a dress before this
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afternoon. We were at this dance our freshman year of high school, a sock hop, imagine
that, held in the gym, and she wore jeans and a tank top. There was a contest at the dance.
Whoever wore the most creative pair of socks won two tickets to miniature golf. I wore
socks with pins stuck in them-political buttons, "We want Wilkie," and the like-which
only cemented the popular opinion of me being a weirdo. I asked her to dance at least
three times that evening. I was a romantic, as earnest as the oldest chevalier. She refused,
hid beneath the bleachers. No one danced with me. I grew tired and went out into the hall
for a drink of water. As I was bending down by the fountain, I got struck in the back of the
skull, my forehead slamming into the porcelain. I fell down, expecting to tum around and
see Jesse Clark, the wrestling captain, or some comparable Neanderthal looming above
me. I saw Brooke. She was biting her nails and laughing. She smiled and helped me up. I
laughed-because it was such a damn strange situation. She was so damn strange. We
laughed it off together.
"Right on time," she said when I met her inside. She was right. The Arrival monitor said
Flight 237 was due in at the proper time. She didn't bother going back to information and
tickets. She went right to the gate, A-15. It took me forever to get past security. Silver
cigarette case. Flask. My rings. My watch. Tie clip. Cuff links. I was the frigging Tin
Man.
Brooke zipped through, despite several piercings, and pressed herself against
the observation glass. She stood on the sill. "Right on time," she said.
I looked at all the people in the bucket seats. Men in suits. Men in polo shirts.
Women in suits. Women with children. "They're looking at you, you know, staring."
"Robert and I haven't seen each other in months. They can cut us some slack."
"Cut us some slack." I stuck my hand in my coat pocket for a second cigar,
remembered my surroundings, and let it drop. "You know, you never told me why you
asked me to do this. You could have gotten one of your OU buddies. They drive, don't
they?"
She turned around. "I wanted to see you again. You're my pally boy. You two
should meet."
"You know the last time I saw you standing like that was on the roof of the
Drake."
"I remember."
"You were playing your accordion."
"You were naming the stars."
"And I thought you slipped. I grabbed you by the wrist." I grabbed mine, turning the flesh red then white. "I always felt bad about that. I didn't mean to hurt you."
But she didn't hear me. She was pressed against the glass. Flight 237 out of
Denver had landed.

-Paul Durica '00
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for her belly
they dug a hole in the ground
for her belly, they dug
an oval hole in the ground
she gathers all day
he planted his seed
and it is not a child
sprouting there, feeling
the quakes of the body above
the cool earth surrounding
her liquid center,
it is not a child but a piece
of skin, a small bit of dough
the ground can be hoed,
dug, tilled, reaped
and he planted his seed in her
encased now in the ground
the oval hole they dug
until she looks up
hair matted with dirt
squats and scrapes the
strands from her face, plants
one foot and braces her
body, falls, tries the otherwith each step she is growing taller
her hand sweeps across her belly
as the lashes drip down
and soak into the earth
while the whip hangs limp-the next day as she gathers
she cries for the expanse
of earth that is not hers,
for unwelcome entrances
and the price of her belly

-Bekah Taylor '00
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"Butterfly " by David' Fry '99
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Tongue Depressor
Her touch is like a smoke-stoned bee,
Philandering from tree to tree.
She lifts you, frisks you, flits awayYour heart, a nibbled fish fillet,
Puts forth the plaintive, pointless cry
That never did her lips imply
The danger of her tongue's connections,
short-lived, whimsical affections.
Lovely-eyed porch step transgressor,
She's a wooden tongue depressor.

-Tom Hankinson '02
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Manhood
As a boy, I spent afternoons detasselling my father's fields,
Roasting to a sweet perfection between
tall corn stalks and Mother's vegetable garden.
I remember going out into the com and coming back
a man-full of bitterness and anger,
and unsurprised,
having swallowed them with my daily bread all these years.
Manhoodnow that was surprising.
I was not the strong, silent, pillar of flesh my father was.
I was confused
by the land. Torn
by doubt and indecision.
At night I shamed myself with tears
that came from nowhere
and collected in the fibers of my pillowcase.
In the morning I shavedremoving yesterday from my face,
clearing a place of refuge for today.
When I went before the corn,
I screwed my face against the bitterness.
-K. Moore '01
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"Untitled" by Camille Gammon-Hittelman '99
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Storyteller
Cali smiled at the man sitting across the counter, the smile she always smiled at
customers when they asked about her name. "What do you think it's short for?" she said.
"I don't know... Calindra?"
Cali squinted her eyes at him and snorted. "Calindra?! What kind of a name is
that?"
He laughed with her. "I don't know. What is your name then?"
"It's California."
He frowned and smiled at the same time. "You're kidding, right?"
"No, it's true. I'm named after a state."
The guy paused for a beat. Then, "Why?" he asked, shaking his head.
"Are you sure you want to hear the story? It's kind of bizarre."
"Now I definitely want to hear it."
She smiled again. "I was born on January twelfth, 1970, in the middle of the
worst snowstorm Blue Point, Oregon, bad ever seen. Blue Point is this realJy smalJ town
exactly in the center of the state. In fact, there's a little blue dot on the sidewalk of Rhodes
Street that marks the exact middle. Anyway, the town is so smalJ, and the storm was so
bad, that everyone was gathered in the community center until it was over. My mother
was eight and a half months pregnant with me, and went into labor just after she and my
father got to the community center. Blue Point isn't big enough to have its own hospital,
or even its own doctor, so they'd planned to have me in Mercy Hospital, fifteen miles
away. Well, those plans were out the window, freezing a slow pitiful death in the storm.
Luckily, though, the Meyers, who were ... kind of eccentric and insisted on smearing everything they ate with bananas, they had their cousins visiting from out of town, a married couple who were both doctors. I was safely delivered in just under three hours. They
were pretty amazing. So guess where they were from."
"California," be said, grinning.
"No, Oregon. But guess where they were headed."
"California?"
"Yup. I'm told they talked about nothing else until the storm was over, and it
drove everyone crazy, but my parents wanted to honor them in some way. So I was named
after their travel plans."
The guy howled. ''That's the best story I've heard in a long time. ls it true?"
Cali smiled again. "Do you want another martini?"
He grinned and slapped a twenty on the bar. "Nah, I gotta go. Goodnight, Travel
Plans." He stumbled away, chuckling and muttering, "Blue Point, Oregon."

*****
"Cali, is that your real name?" The woman was sitting at the bar, sipping a gin
and tonic.
"Yeah. Well, it's a nickname, short for California."
"You're named after a state?" A guy sitting at the bar joined in.
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Cali laughed a little. "Yeah. Actually after the people who delivered me, it's a
long story."
"I've got time."
Cali picked up a rag and began to wipe off the beer tap as she talked. "January
of 1970 was the worst storm ever to hit Blue Point, Oregon, a little dinky town in the far
left corner of the state. Incidentally, there is a little blue dot on the sidewalk in front of
Woolworth's there that marks where Anna and Joe had the town 's first log cabin. No one
knows their last name, actually, but just mention Anna and Joe, and everyone knows who
you 're talking about.
"Anyway, the snowstorm hit and everyone had to go to the community center
for emergency shelter. My mom went into labor there, and everyone panicked because
the hospital was in the next county. Luckily the Meyers, a lovely old eccentric couple
who didn't wear anything except blue cotton, had their cousins visiting who were both
doctors. They delivered me in three hours. My mother was so grateful. And guess where
they were from."
"California?" The woman smiled.
"No, Oregon. But guess where they had their daughter."
"California," the guy said.
"Yeah. They kept complaining about the weather in Oregon and how it never
snowed in California, blah blah blah. My parents wanted to remember to never get that
annoying, so I was named California to remind them."

*****
"Okay, Cali, is it?" a customer on his second drink asked her one night. She
nodded and smiled. 'Tm going to ask for advice, because you're always supposed to ask
your bartender for advice, right?"
"Absolutely."
"Okay, here goes. Should I get a bird?"
"No."
He looked at her, waiting for more. When she was silent, he said, "Why not?"
"I hate birds as pets."
"Really?"
She nodded and picked up a lemon and started slicing it for garnishes. "My
mom had a parrot when I was a really little girl. I was terrified of it, and it knew it. Of
course, it's name was Polly, and it always ate these stupid little crackers designed especially for birds. Then my mother killed it."
"What?"
"She was sleepwalking one night, and got the idea that it was time to feed Polly
and, in her sleep, gave Polly rat poison. Polly was dead by morning. That was when she
was pregnant with my brother, Andrew. She walked in her sleep when she was pregnant.
That's how we knew."
''That she was pregnant?"
"Yeah. M~m and dad always got around to telling us months after we already
knew. They thought it was bad luck before the fourth month."
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"How many kids did your parents have?"
''Ten. Sarah, California, Rebecca, Peter, Thomas, Mary and Joseph-who were
twins-Andrew, Anne, and John."
"Whoa. They Catholic?"
"Oh yeah."
"So how come you're the only one wi!h a name not from the bible?"
''When mom was pregnant with me, the second child, they read somewhere that
a good way to avoid sibling rivalry and get an older child to accept the new baby was to
let the older child name it. Sarah thought California was the most beautiful word she had
ever heard. Of course, mom and dad weren't happy about this choice, and they told her
thousands of names in the bible that she might like better, but she insisted, and they had
promised, so they had to do it. They never made that mistake again."
She turned and noticed a guy at the end of the bar, looking as if he'd just run
over his own dog backing out of the driveway. Cali felt sorry for this sad stranger and
walked over to lean on the counter towards him. "Need a drink?" she said softly.
He looked up. "Huh? Oh. Yeah, I guess." He sighed. "Gimmee a Heinekin."
He was pouring over a newspaper when she came back with his drink, his face
two inches from the counter it lied on.
"Bad news?" She said to the top of his head.
He looked up at her again. Sitting back and picking up his bottle, he said, "The
worst," and chugged half his beer.
Cali looked down and saw that he was reading the horoscope section of the
newspaper. "You a Capricorn?" she guessed, and he looked up at her from the paper,
startled again.
"How did you know?"
"You're supposed to stay in bed today." She pointed to the paper.
"I know!" he moaned. "Get this," he leaned toward her, "I'm supposed to drive
to Ohio tonight. How can I drive to Ohio on my stay-in-bed-day? I'll get in a wreck, I'll
get amnesia, and I'll never see my dog again."
Cali smiled as he looked sadly at his almost-empty beer bottle. "You know,"
she said, "amnesia might be pretty cool. You get to start all over again from scratch. If
you don't like somebody, pretend you don't remember 'em."
He looked at her and pursed his lips. "Okay, so I get amnesia and I don't have to
talk to the people I don't like. I still don't ever get to see my dog again." He crossed his
arms on his chest.
"Bring your dog on the trip with you. You get in a wreck, you both get amnesia,
you start from scratch together." Cali turned her palms toward the ceiling and grinned.
He took another chug from his beer and narrowed his eyes at her. He moved his
eyes to the left, then to the right, then set his beer bottle down hard on the counter.
"Okay." He threw a five dollar bill on the counter and turned on his bar stool, striding
quickly out the door.
"Good luck," Cali called after him, but he was already gone.
Cali walked to the other end of the bar and asked a woman sitting there if she
wanted another drink. "What's that guy's problem?" she asked as Cali mixed her a new
drink.
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"The guy that just ran out of here? He just found out that be bas a long lost twin
brother."
"Really?"
"Yeah. He saw his picture in the paper. He didn't know if he should go meet
him or not. I told him to go for it."
"Wow." She sipped her drink, then stood. "Hey, I'm waiting for somebody. If a
guy comes in here, short, bald, wearing a suit and tie, looking for Marilyn, tell him I'm in
the bathroom, okay?"
"Will do."
A minute later, a voice assaulted her from the other end of the bar.
"Hello? Can I get some service here sweetheart?"
She smiled and waved. "Hi," she shouted.
"Hi. I'll have a Stoli martini, semi-dry, two onions, no twist," he caUed.
"A what?" She squinted at him.
"A Stoli martini, semi-dry, two onions, no twist!" he shouted.
"A whole martini? Five onions and a twist?"
"No, Stoli. Stolicbnaya vodka. Dry."
"Vodka? Rocks or up?"
He got off his stool and finaUy marched over to her. "I want a Stoli martini.
Semi dry, two onions, no twist." He was sweating and she feared he would spray saliva at
her.
"Okay. Are you here to meet Marilyn?"
He stared at her and waited a while before he answered. "Um ... No. I'm not
meeting Marilyn here tonight."
"Mark, what are you doing here?" Marilyn's voice startled them. The man gasped
in what both Cali and Marilyn could see was phony surprise. "Marilyn!" be cried. Then
bis eyes narrowed. "Marilyn, who are you meeting here?"
She perched on her barstool. "Mark, I thought you weren't going to do th.is."
He slid into the stool next to hers and whined, "Marilyn, just tell me who it is."
"Mark, please leave, before he gets here."
Yeah, Cali thought. Please leave before you sweat a puddle.
At that point, a short bald man wearing a tie walked up to the bar, bis eyes
searching the clientele. Marilyn locked eyes with him. Mark saw this and turned to lock
eyes as well. His mouth opened and he turned back to Marilyn. "My brother?! " Marilyn
closed her eyes and the brother made bis way over to them.
"Hey, Mark. What's up?"
"Ted-" Marilyn began, but had to stop as she leapt between the two to prevent
Mark from hitting Ted.
"Hey, man, I thought you were cool with this!" Ted backed a couple steps away
from Mark and Marilyn.
"My own brother, Marilyn?"
"Why not, Mark? It's only fair. You sleep with my best friend, I go out with
your brother. You agreed, remember?"
Mark's anger was almost tangible as he and Marilyn glared at each other, and
then suddenly it was gone. Mark's shoulders sagged, and be started to whine again.
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"Marilyn, I can't stand this. I know this whole open marriage thing was my idea, but I
bate it. I don't want to date other women. I couldn' t even touch Audrey when I went out
with her, and now you' re having drinks with Ted." Marilyn, Mark, and Cali glanced at Ted
who, for his part, did nothing to fight for his date with Marilyn.
"Mark." Marilyn took his hand in hers. "Look at me." He did. "I hate it too. I
knew going out with Ted would make you crazy. ls this out of your system now?"
He stood up straight. "Yes. Yes, I Jove you, baby."
She sighed. "I Jove you, too. Let's go home."
They left holding hands, and now it was Ted's turn to slump into a barstool. He
held his forehead with his left hand and stared at the counter. Cali pretended to be busy
washing glasses.
"I was really going to do it." Ted mumbled finally. "I was going to sleep with
my brother's wife. Jesus Christ. Gimme a J.D. Double."
"My sister slept with her husband's brother," Cali began. "She said it was really
weird. Like sleeping with the guy she married, but not like sleeping with him, too. Besides that, he kept telling her to call him by his brother's name."
"Really?"
"Yeah."
"Ugh. I would never do that."
"I wouldn' t either, if I were you. Ted is much sexier than Mark. It'd be easier to
yell out in the height of passion."
He smiled. "How did you get a name like Cali?"
"Some guy yelled it out when I was in bed with him." Ted started to laugh. "I
thought, hey, it's as good as anything else. It's better than what I used to call myself."
"What's that?"
"Bertha."

*****
"Cali," a customer leered at her chest, as if it took him that long to read the
nametag, "that's an unusual name."
She smiled politely and shrugged. "I like L. L. Cool J. When I was nineteen I
had my name legally changed on a dare. Now I'm attached to it."

*****
One night a week later, Cali returned from the back with a fresh bottle of vodka
and was surprised to see a familiar face at the left end of the bar. A hand that belonged to
it was bouncing a green rubber ball. She put the bottle down and walked over to him.
"Hey, remember me?"
He looked askance at her.
"You want a Heinekin, right?" she said.
His eyes opened wide in alarm. "How'd you know?"
Now her eyes opened wide too. "Did you really get in an accident?"
He burst out laughing. "No," he said, "of course I remember you! My dog
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didn't make it, by the way. He got carsick and I had to leave him with my aunt Ruby in
Minnesota, and then I forgot him on the way back." Cali gasped. "But, he's probably
better off with Ruby. And I got a new hamster. Want to see him?"
"Is he here?" Cali's face lit up.
"Mmhmm. He loves to travel." He put the green ball in one breast pocket, and
reached into the other breast pocket of his jacket, which Cali now noticed was bulging,
and pulled out a tiny golden ball of fur.
"What a cutie! Can I hold him?"
"Be careful," he said quietly as he nudged the hamster from his hands to hers.
"What's his name?" She watched as it made its way up her arm to sit on her
shoulder and twitch its whiskers.
"Leroy."
She smiled appreciatively. "He looks like a Leroy."
He grinned. "Yeah."

*****
He came in the next night with Leroy. "Don't let too many people see Leroy in
here," she told him. "I think it violates some health codes."
"Sshh," he replied. "He's sleeping."
Sam nursed his beer and listened to her telling stories to her patrons. At one
point he caught her with a free moment and said, "Cali, what are your brothers' and
sisters' names?"
"Sarah, California, Peter, Mary, Joseph, Thomas, Rebecca, John, Elizabeth,
and Andrew."
"Uh huh. Now list them from youngest to oldest."
She half smiled. "Oh, go away." She muttered. So he did.

*****
The next night he came into the bar and put a pretzel in his breast pocket. "In
case Leroy gets hungry," he said to Cali's raised eyebrows.
"How thoughtful."
He nursed another couple Heinekins that night, and was one of the last to leave.
As he did, he gave Cali his money, and said, "Exactly how does one go about changing
one's name, legally, if one is so inclined?"
She narrowed her eyes. "Any courthouse'll do it."
"Is that so? Say goodnight, Leroy."
"Goodnight, boys."

*****
Twenty-four hours later they were saying goodbye again, and Sam said to her,
"Do you ever fly in your dreams?"
"No. Never. Sometimes I'm swimming in my dreams, and I always wake up
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gasping for air."
"D'ya ever wake up sweating?"
She nodded, swallowing.
"Isn't that the worst feeling? You feel like you're working in your sleep--"
"And the air is all heavy in your chest. I always do that when the room is too hot
where I'm sleeping."
"Sometimes I fly in my dreams, but I'm always in an airplane."
"That's weird."
"Not really. I'm a pilot. A lot of my dreams take place in an airplane."
"I've never flown in an airplane."
"You're kidding me."
"That's the honest-to-goodness truth. I'm a firm believer in cars."
"You're afraid to fly?"
"No. I'm afraid of moving in vehicles I can't control. I would fly if I was a
pilot."
"You a backseat driver too?"
She sniffed. "I don't sit in the backseat."

*****
He didn't come in for two nights after that, and when he finally did, she placed
a Heinekin on a napkin in front of him without a word. He looked at it sadly.
"Leroy... " was all he said as he stared at the bottle clouding with condensation.
"Oh, no." She reached forward and placed her small, thin hand on bis thick
fingers. He looked down at their hands and sighed.
"He was a good little guy, wasn't he?"
She nodded.
"How was I supposed to know he was out of bis cage, Cali? A man's got to run
his sweeper sometime."
"Sshh ... don't blame yourself."
"Christ." He shook his head and took a swig of bis beer. "Did you ever have a
hamster, Cali?"
"A hamster? No .. .I did have a guinea pig, though. His name was Ralf. He liked
classic rock. Then he got a tapeworm and ... " She looked down at the counter.
He squeezed her fingers. "I know. I know."

*****
Cali concentrated on pouring a shot of amaretto, laughing politely at the lame
joke her customer had just made, barely hearing it.
"I used to know a girl named Cali." He drew out the end of "girl" a little too
long.
"My real name is California." She flinched at the cleaning water that was too
hot as she dipped dirty glasses in it.
"Wbaa ... ?"
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She raised her eyebrows and nodded, smiling politely. "California. Like the
state. Only my mother didn't know it was a state until I was three. A neighbor lady
mentioned it to her and she had a mental breakdown because of it. She's out of the
hospital now, but she never remembers my name, always calls me Susan."

*****
He stayed after everyone else had left that night. "Whew. What was up with the
stories tonight, Cali? Kind of hostile, don't you think?"
She stared at him in frozen surprise for five seconds. Then she exhaled. "My
building was just bought out by a guy that wears a bad toupee."
Sam raised his eyebrows.
She laughed and threw her head back in a "Why me?" gesture, and he started to
giggle too.
"It's like, two shades darker than his natural hair and I think he wears it backwards because it looks like a big beaver's tail hanging down his forehead. He probably
made it himself with, like ... dog fur."
"Dog fur? Is it that bad?"
She nodded. "And I have to spend an hour with him tomorrow going over my
lease and the new renter's rules and still keep a straight face. I'm just itching to grab it off
his bald little head. It'll be torture."
Sam took a drink of his Heinekin, and Cali returned to wiping the counter. She
draped the rag over the sink and looked at her watch. He looked at his as well. "Do you
ever play basketball, Cali?" he asked.
She shrugged. "I played when I was in high school, but I was never very good."
"I got a ball in my car if you want to run out some of your frustrations. There's
a court about a block from here. It's probably clear 'cause it hasn't snowed in a while."
She squinted her eyes at him to show she was considering it. She had an old pair
of sweats she always kept in her car, and she wore tennis shoes when she worked. "Okay."
Cali Jocked the door as she left the bar, turning on the alarm system. She threw
on her sweats as he grabbed the ball out of his car and they walked together to the basketball court.
He let her take the ball and dribble it on the way there. "So when was the last
time you played basketball, Mr. I-always-keep-a-ball-in-my-car? Ready-for-a-game-wherever-I-go? Are you going to kill me?"
"Nab. I haven't played in at least three days."
"Great."
The basketball court was small, a neighborhood court paved with asphalt and a
streetlight at each end casting an artificial yellow glow. He bounced the ball in her direction and she touched it with her fingertips as she dribbled. Their breath hung white in the
air as she moved into the basket, wary. He stood with his knees bent, waiting.
Cali faked to her left and twisted around to shoot a lay-up that missed. The ball
bounced off the rim and back to her, though, and she shot again, this time making it. He
grabbed the ball and ran to half court, swiveled around and charged toward Cali. She met
him in front of the basket and he turned his back to her and started to push her out of the
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way with his backside, but she had long arms and they were everywhere whenever he
turned around. He finally tried a shot, but she blocked it and knocked the ball to the other
end of the court. Half a second passed, and then they were racing to retrieve it, grabbing
fi stfuls of clothing to slow each other down. Cali cut him off as they reached the place
where the ball lay, and she snatched the ball up, wrapping her arms around it and hugging
it close to her body as if she were a medieval queen who had just lost her bead. Sam
backed off and let her take the ball to half court.
She bounced toward him, turning her back to him as she got closer. They galloped from one side of the court to the other, his chest pressed aggressively to her back as
she jockeyed to gain a step ahead of him to give her a chance at the hoop. Finally, she
stopped and turned toward the basket, swinging the ball wildly around over her bead. But
bis hands were everywhere, gangly and looming. And then he started to count, obnoxiously, Cali thought. "One ... two ... three ... " As he reached four, she swung her arm underneath his and the ball swung straight up over their heads, high into the night, and
neither player moved. He snatched it out of the air, taking advantage of his height, and
dri bbled it to the basket to make the lay-up. Sam turned to look at her. "I'd give that an A
for effort, at least."
She grabbed the ball and held it in both hands at half court, looking up at the
basket. It was a small court, certainly not regulation size. She took two steps forward,
dribbling, and shot the ball. It bounced off the backboard, bounced off the rim, and went
in.
He turned to her with raised eyebrows. "Somebody's a showoff."
"I figured it was my only chance. Your shot."
He bounced the ball from one hand to another, bobbing up and down where he
stood at half court. She stood in front of him, crouched down, bobbing with him .
"Let me show you something, Cali."
"What' s that, Samuel?"
"It helps to get way down low like this. It makes you more defensive."
Cali copied him, placing her feet far apart, and as soon as she did, he bounced
the ball through her legs and ran around to the other side of her to catch the ball and make
a lay-up just as she was turning around.
"I can' t believe I just fell for that. I used to do that to my sister all the time. She
bad to play basketball with her feet four feet apart."
He bounced the ball to her and she looked up at the streetlight. "Hey, it's snowing!"
He looked up too, and they were silent for a minute.
"Oh, wow, that's beautiful."
"It looks like floating glass flakes ."
They looked at the snow for another minute. "Are you hungry?" he asked.
"Starving."
"Let's go get some coffee and doughnuts."
"I would love to have some coffee and doughnuts."
The city slept around them and they strolled beneath trees that were sticks
reaching for the night. The snow that had melted and turned to slush during the day was
now icy again in the chill of the night. There was no wind; the air was still and cold, white
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puffs of breath evaporating behind them as they walked.
Cali leaned her bead back and looked up at the streetlights and the roofs of the
townhouses. She groaned and slowly moved her bead back forward, looking sideways at
Sam as they walked. He saw this out of the comer of bis eye and looked over at her. She
looked down at her feet moving on the sidewalk and shoved her hands deeply into her
pockets. "Do you like your job, Sam?"
"On a good day. People can be rude sometimes."
"Hub. Try tending bar."
"You ever waited tables?" She shook her bead. "Man, that's the worst. People
are probably at their rudest when they're hungry."
"I think I've been at this job too long. Have you always wanted to be a pilot?"
"No. For a long time I wanted to be an Olympic swimmer, but I was never good
enough."
"It always pissed me off that my high school didn't have a swim team."
"Those days were the best. My coach was an Olympian. He always made us
feel like we had a chance."
The houses were dark as they walked past them, town houses that were tall and
narrow, with boxes full of dirt and seeds that slept.
"I played basketball because it was fun, and because I was bored. I never cared
if I was any good."
"You were pretty good tonight. You're still alive, at least."
"Me and my sister used to play one-on-one when we were kids. I didn't start
beating her until we were in high school."
"So you do have a sister."
"Yeah. Just one. She's a year older than me. She writes books for kids."
"Cool."
A cat perched on a garbage can watched them silently as they passed. Cali
reached out to coax it toward them, but it mewed and leaped out of her reach, jumped
down and disappeared under a porch.
"Why are you really named California?" be said quietly.
She looked up at him, surprised. "Do you want the truth?"
"I've beard enough stories, Cali. Tell me the truth."
"My name isn't Cali. It's Frieda."
"What?"
"Free. With a 'duh' on the end."
"You're kidding me!"
"Yeah, I am."
He gave her a look, and she laughed at it. "Come on, Sam! There's no story. My
parents liked the word. They were hippies. I'm lucky I wasn't named Ohio to honor the
four dead heroes at Kent State University."
Sam shook his bead. "I knew that bullshit about Oregon and the snowstorm was
a lie. Why do you do that to people?"
"It's what they want to bear." Cali shrugged, a little defensive. "People come to
neighborhood pubs like that because they don't want to go home. They don't want to be
with their spouses or they don't want to watch TV alone. They want to talk to someone
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who wants to talk to them. There's a lot more to my job than just mixing drinks, you
know." Cali was quiet for a minute, and Sam was too, because he could tell she wasn't
finished. "You know some guy came in there one night and told me he'd been to Blue
Point, Oregon? He said he'd seen the blue dot and everything. Now you and I both know
Blue Point, Oregon, doesn't exist any more than the Meyers who wore blue cotton."
He grinned. "I love that part, by the way."
She smiled and paused, accepting his compliment. "A week later I heard that
that guy had shot himself in the elevator of his apartment building. And I remembered he
laughed like crazy when I told him about my name. He ate it up. There probably wasn't
very much that that man could laugh at in his life. So I'm glad he came in to listen to my
story."
He smiled at her then. ''Me too."
They walked through the glassy snowflakes until finally Sam slowed and said,
"Can I ask you something?" He stopped walking, and she stopped too, turning to look at
him.
"Sure."

He looked down at his feet first, for two seconds, then looked up into her eyes
and said, "Can I kiss you?"
Cali stood for three seconds, closed her eyes, and pushed her forehead into his
chest, exhaling loudly. Before Sam could react, she looked up, her face an inch from his.
"Sam, never ask a woman if you can kiss her. It sucks all the romance right out of it."
He smiled. "Sorry," he whispered as he leaned down and touched his lips to
hers. They moved their bodies closer to each other, his hands rose to her cheeks, her
palms rested on his back. Their sweatshirts bunched between them in the cold and they
pulled apart, laughing white air and trembling, chilled and excited.
"I have doughnuts at my place, you know."
"I would love to have your doughnuts, Cali."
She laughed again. ''I'll bet you would."
Snowflakes dusted their heads and they walked to her home, her fingers curled
around his, their laughter breaking the cold.

-Emily Vogel '99
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"Crucifixion" by John Joseph Novak II '99
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Cold Hands
I don't know how it ever came to this;
the bonds that confine us are not real.
By moonlight we dream fantastic escapes,
love brings remorse. Still we try.
The bonds that confine us are not real,
like the iron bars of a prison cell.
Love brings remorse. Still we try,
while futile attempts to escape bring pain
Like the iron bars of a prison cell,
she holds my heart in a frozen hand.
While futile attempts to escape bring pain,
we fall asleep fearing what we want.
She holds my heart in a frozen hand;
I don't know how it ever came to this.
We fall asleep fearing what we want,
by moonlight we dream fantastic escapes.
singular cry would not echo back unheard.
-Seth Ireland '99
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"White Elephants and Shadowbirds" by Abigail Marie Young '99
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